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And when they came to the Potter's well,
The serpent's evident goal, The long black coils, that seemed without end, The slippery wall began to descend,
And vanished at last in a hole.
You'd think now the ruby was gone for ever,
But the girl had a fertile brain. From her skimpy bodice a pin she took, And bent it round in the shape of a hook,
Then searched in her garments again,
And produced a line which she tied to the pin.
It appeared she was going to angle, For she caught a frog as a lure to entice, And inserting the hook, she began in a trice
Her bait down the well to dangle.
The frog was hanging in front of the hole, And squawked with a loud lamentation.
The hours went by but the snake sat tight.
The maiden fished, but got never a bite To give her the least elation.
VII
She began to despair as the sun went down.
The ruby she'd never see more. When again she suddenly heard the drumming And squealing of fifes towards her coming,
With yells in inebriate roar.